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	1. I can't feel my senses

**Disclaimer: I don't own Marvel. If I did, than Clintasha would totally be canon. And they would be in every movie and have their own tv series.**

**A/N**

**Hallo everyone, I'm finally back with the long awaited sequel to Secrets and Spies!**

**This sequel gave me more grief than the last three stories did combined. It went from two stories to one story and back again a few times, before I decided I didn't like what I'd written and chucked 40k of words into my reject folder and started again. Fortunately, things went much better the second time around. And now you can all enjoy the result!**

**Also, for those of you who haven't read The Classified Files one-shot, I've made a few minor changes to earlier stories. Nothing major, and they are covered in the A/N of that story. I would recommend going to check it out, if you haven't already read it. Freeranger, BrieChesse16 and Armand, thankyou ****for reviewing that story. ****Reviews are always exciting.**

**The chapter titles this time around are lyrics from a song that could very well be written for Clint. It _perfectly _describes everything about him at this point in time in my universe, and I did actually write the theme of the story to echo the song. I'll give you a few chapters to guess what it is before I reveal it.**

**Before we go any further, I want to give a shout out to my sister, Freeranger, without whom this story would not have been written! She is my 'consultant', ideas sounding board, master critic, first proof-reader, and even co-author at times. No joke, she knows my universe better than I do, and I am delighted to have her on board!**

**Thanks also goes to jaguarspot, who beta-ed this for me and as usual did a fantastic job. Honestly, this story would not be what it is without the input of those two. **

**I will be updating every three-to-four days, depending on how busy I am at University. There are ten chapters in total. This story will also be cross-posted on AO3.**

**I hope that you enjoy!**

* * *

><p>Trust is very hard if you don't know what you're trusting. <em>Marianne Williamson<em>

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 1: I can't feel my senses<strong>

_End of November._

Phil looked at Fury with concern.

"Barton wasn't one of the ones who was hurt, was he?"

Phil was more relieved than he'd care to admit when his boss shook his head.

"No. Barton was understandably shaken up, but uninjured. The main dorm building at the Academy, however, is another matter entirely."

"Over half the building is too burnt to do anything with; while the other half needs some serious repairs so this sort of thing won't happen again. It's looking like we'll have to close the dorms down for a few months so the entire thing can be replaced. Those buildings are getting too old and have far too much flammable material used in their construction. We didn't realise just how bad it was."

Phil frowned.

"What's going to happen to the students? It's practically December, Nick. Christmas isn't that far away when they would get holidays anyway. What is to be done with them?"

Nick suspected that he knew the real reason Phil had asked that question.

"That is currently being decided. The fire only happened last night, so the ball hadn't even started rolling yet with the higher-ups. However, I have made my decision about what I am doing with Barton."

Phil tried not to look too keen and failed miserably.

"Yes?"

"I am bringing him back to base. And putting him under your supervision."

Phil blinked.

"Again? It seems like he only just left."

"Again. And this time it is long-term. I don't know how long it will be before the Academy is functional again, and he hasn't got anywhere else to go."

That was very true. As the archer had been working as a hit-man before Phil had found him and offered him a job, he didn't have anything to go back to. SHIELD was all he had right now if he wanted to stay legit and out of prison.

Fury kept talking.

"However, I don't see why Barton should have to stop his training just because he is back at base. For that reason, I will get you copies of the training manuals they use. That way, you can continue to train him on SHIELD protocols."

"If all goes well, we might not even have to send him back to the Academy. If you can teach him everything he needs to know to be a SHIELD agent on base, then sending him back might turn out to be a waste of time."

Phil groaned.

"Seriously Nick? I am still an invalid, technically."

If Phil was hoping that would sway Fury, he was disappointed. Fury was entirely unsympathetic.

"I didn't say you had to do anything physically taxing, like sparring with him, just yet. He can join the training groups on base for that. Like he did during his first month here. At least until you are totally fit again, then you can start his advanced training."

"As for the rest of his physical education... I'm sure that Wilkinson will be delighted to have him back on the shooting range. Due to the nature of the work that we want him to do for us, Barton was always going to need more training after he graduated. He isn't just going to be another run-of-the-mill agent; he is going to be a specialist and long-distance operative. The fire has pushed up our schedule somewhat, but I'm sure that you will make it work. You studied well enough together that he was able to easily achieve his GED in five weeks, which is a very good effort."

Phil sighed as he rubbed his forehead.

"That was different."

"How?"

Phil didn't answer that question. After a moment Fury nodded, looking smug.

"My point exactly."

Phil's shoulders slumped in defeat as he resigned himself to the facts.

"When will he arrive? Will he be put back in the same room that he had before? What do the higher-ups think of this?"

"He will arrive as soon as it can be arranged and yes, he will be back where he was before. I'll keep you informed as things progress."

* * *

><p><em>Two days later.<em>

Phil was waiting in the hangar area of the SHIELD base for the jet that Barton would be on to arrive. The last couple of days had been a whirlwind of politics and meetings that Phil had, for the most part, happily been able to avoid.

Fury hadn't been so lucky, but that was the price to pay for being the Director of SHIELD. He'd been in and out of meetings constantly for the last two days; trying to sort out all the problems the fire at the Academy had generated.

The ultimate outcome was that Phil was officially Barton's handler for the foreseeable future. He was also responsible for training him to be an agent.

Phil had mixed feelings about that.

On the one hand, he'd been the one to offer the kid a second chance with SHIELD in the first place, and intended to see it through. But, on the other hand, the last time he'd been a personal handler hadn't ended well. Phil thought of Claire Bergeron and his throat tightened for a second. He knew that her death wasn't his fault. She would have done what she had to do to complete the mission, regardless of whether he was there or not. Even though Phil knew that nothing short of stopping her going on that mission to begin with would have saved her life, he still felt that there had to have been something he could have done to prevent her death.

No use dwelling on the past now Phil, you have to concentrate on the present, which is training Barton to be an agent and getting him to trust you to have his back. Phil internally groaned at that thought. This was not going to be an easy assignment. But Phil knew he was up to the challenge, and he didn't intend to fail. Barton had been let down by far too many people in his short life already. The kid deserved more than what he'd gotten so far, and Phil didn't intend for his name to be put on the list of people who'd failed Barton.

Just then, the jet he'd been waiting for appeared on the horizon, heading towards the base. Phil waited until it had landed and the ramp lowered before he walked towards it. A few agents started to trickle out, so Phil stood nearby and waited for Barton to appear.

The archer was the last one to get off.

He was wearing dark sunglasses, SHIELD-issued clothes, and was carrying his bow case along with a SHIELD-issued rucksack. Phil frowned at all the SHIELD-issued things, and made up his mind to see about getting the young man some things that were _not _SHIELD-issued.

No one should be at the tender mercies of SHIELD-issued things for too long.

That was cruelty to agents. Besides, seeing that Phil was now officially Barton's handler, it was up to him to ensure that the archer had everything he needed.

Barton looked around with an uncertain expression on his face after he disembarked the jet. Phil stepped out of the shadows of the building he'd been (unintentionally, of course) standing in.

"Barton."

The archer looked around for a moment before he saw Phil.

"Coulson."

Phil could feel that intense gaze of Barton's; even through the dark glasses the kid was wearing. Phil smiled, trying to make his expression warm and welcoming as Barton stood there and watched him. Phil didn't know what the archer had been told about this arrangement, and so decided to plunge right in.

"I presume that you've been told why you've been transferred back here and what you will be doing?"

The kid nodded slowly.

"Yes. I'm going to continue my training under a _handler_ here at base while the Academy is being repaired."

The expression on the kids face said louder than words ever would that he didn't like the idea of having a handler. Phil ignored it.

"Yes, that is correct. I have actually been appointed to be your personal handler, so you'll be training under my supervision."

"What makes you think that I can be trained? I'm not a dog."

The sarcasm was unexpected enough that for a moment it threw Phil off his game. Phil had been prepared for Barton to be moodily silent or uncooperative upon hearing about this arrangement.

He had not been prepared for sarcasm and snark.

This was sounding more like the Barton whom he'd cornered and tased in Paris than the one he'd spent five weeks working with to achieve his GED certificate.

"I never thought that you were. A dog generally does what it is told to do if you give them a treat at the end. Your history of insubordination and disobeying orders is almost legendary."

The archer actually looked proud at that, as if having legendary insubordination was something to be proud off. In his books it might very well be.

"Perhaps, if they'd given me a treat at the end, I might have listened to them."

"I somehow doubt that."

Phil was fairly sure that if Barton thought something wasn't worth listening to, then no amount of treats would change his mind on the matter. Barton just stood there, smirking at him. Phil suspected Barton knew what he was thinking, but he ignored the smirk to focus on the job at hand.

"Come on, we'll drop your things off in your room. Then I'll fill you in on what is going to happen over lunch. Is that all you've got?"

Barton nodded but otherwise didn't say a word. He just stood there looking at Coulson with that sharp, assessing gaze of his.

Phil didn't let it affect him.

"Great. Let's get going then."

Barton silently fell into step behind him as they left the hangar area. Not for the first time, Phil seriously wondered what he'd let himself in for by agreeing to do this.

* * *

><p>"So, now that you're officially my <em>handler<em>," the way Clint said the word made it sound like a handler was something particularly nasty (Coulson, predictably, ignored it) "what does that mean?"

Clint studied his new _handler_ with his head to one side and a challenge in his eyes. His _handler_ ignored it, typical. In spite of his best efforts during the first month he was here, he hadn't been able to break the stoic agent who had initially recruited him. Now that said agent was his _handler_, Clint was going to do everything in his power to try and break that unflappable calm exterior that Coulson projected to the world.

Starting now.

"Short version, I am officially responsible for you."

"Lucky you."

"I know. I am lucky to have someone with the potential that you show under my supervision."

Clint blinked. He had not been expecting that answer.

His new _handler_ (Clint wasn't going to stop thinking about him like that any time soon) continued eating like nothing was wrong. Clint picked at his own food, but he suddenly wasn't hungry. It was only a few moments later that Coulson spoke again.

"But basically, being your handler means that I will be there on missions when you start taking them, and you'll follow my lead. Don't you roll your eyes like that Barton; I know you're not good at following orders. Until you learn more you'll follow mine however, as I do know what I'm doing."

"You've got potential Barton, and I don't want you to end up dead ahead of time. That would be a waste."

Clint didn't have anything to say to that. He knew that the Agent had to have seen something worthwhile in him to offer him a job in the first place, but still.

Clint wasn't used to people giving him compliments of any sort, and he didn't have a clue how to respond. Physical blows, verbal abuse and shouting he could take; compliments were a whole new ball game. So he just shrugged at the Agent's words as he took a bite of his food. He wasn't really hungry, but if his mouth was full than he wouldn't have to talk.

After a long moment of silence, the older agent started talking again.

"I will also be taking responsibility for your education on SHIELD protocols and theory training. Basically, everything that you need to know in order to be a SHIELD agent, I will be teaching you. The heads of SHIELD have decided that you're my responsibility for the foreseeable future and so, like it or not, I will be training you."

"What about physical training?"

"You'll join in the classes held here on base every morning like you did before. The classes are compulsory for you as you are still a trainee. I am currently not cleared for hard physical exercise, but as soon as I am I will also take on your advanced combat training. However, that won't be until after the New Year."

"As for your shooting; Wilkinson is delighted that he is going to have you back on the range. I believe that he's making plans to have the range extended, and would probably appreciate input on how to make it better."

"By the way, how did you like the Academy?"

Clint shrugged and averted his eyes as he hunched his shoulders slightly.

"It was okay I guess."

Phil frowned.

"What do you mean by that? Okay as in 'good' or okay as in 'okay-ish'?"

"They wouldn't let me use my bow."

Phil blinked; momentarily a taken back.

"Why not? Every agent has the right to decide on and use whatever weapon they feel comfortable with, so long as it meets SHIELD's standards."

"Yeh, well somebody forgot to give them the memo. They took it away from me and only let me have it under strict supervision. 'Weapons aren't allowed outside of training' I was told by one of them. 'Your weapon of choice is unusual so we want to watch you carefully' another said. It's all a load of crap. I've been doing archery since I was thirteen so seriously, what is their problem?"

Phil filed _that_ little nugget of information about Barton's early life away for further analyses later. Right now, he was more focussed on the other things that Barton had said.

"They wouldn't let you use your bow?"

"Only occasionally under strict supervision. 'We want to make sure you know what you're doing'." Barton air quoted before he smirked darkly. "They are lucky I left when I did. I don't know how much more of their shit I could take before I started shooting those idiotic assholes in their idiotic asses."

Phil's response was automatic.

"You shouldn't call them names. The trainers are all highly qualified agents and regarded as experts in their chosen fields. SHIELD only hires the best after all."

"I didn't say that they weren't experts. I said that they are assholes. There's a difference."

Phil decided his best avenue was to ignore that comment completely. He was starting to get the sinking feeling that Fury was correct, and Barton would _not_ be going back to the Academy. It seemed likely that the trainee agent would do better if he finished his training here, on base.

Which meant that Phil was responsible for practically everything to do with the archer indefinitely.

Phil couldn't find it in him to feel despair at that, however. Rather, he felt determination stirring. He had been given a golden opportunity here to help change this young man's life and give him a future worth living for. That wasn't something that happened every day.

And Phil intended to make the most of that opportunity. Words like 'quitting' and 'giving up' weren't in his genetics.

* * *

><p>When Clint had received the orders to report in to Fury, the first thing he did was go over what he'd done since coming to base. The answer was nothing much. He hadn't had time to do anything as he'd only arrived back yesterday.<p>

Realistically, he knew Fury probably wanted an update on how things had gone at the Academy. The Director probably wanted to see if he'd found out anything. Well, the answer to that was a big fat no. He might have been at the Academy for almost five weeks, but nothing had happened that seemed remotely suspicious to him during that time.

Fury only nodded when Clint told him that. He did not look surprised.

"Okay, that isn't unexpected. I knew that it was a long shot asking you to dig around for information in the first place. On a different note, how did you like it there?"

Clint scowled as he stood ramrod straight in front of Fury's desk in a parody of parade rest. Fury had glared at him briefly at first, and then proceeded to ignore it completely. Clint's reluctant respect for the Director grew.

But that wasn't enough to stop him from pushing the boundaries in a way that he wouldn't have dared before.

His time at the Academy had frustrated him to such a degree that the only thing that had made it bearable was riling up his superiors. And now that he'd started this behaviour, Clint had no intentions of stopping.

It was too much fun, and gave Clint a feeling of control in a situation where it was lacking.

"The instructors are assholes."

Fury raised an eyebrow.

"What makes you say that?"

"They only let me have my bow _under supervision to make sure that I knew what I was doing_." Barton made air quotes. "Seriously, I've been shooting for years. I know my way around a bow. Assholes."

Fury nodded seriously.

"I should hope that you do. After all, it was largely due to your unique skill set with the bow that we recruited you."

Clint smirked.

"I thought that you recruited me because I can hit a target from a kilometre and a half away perfectly every time."

"That was certainly part of it. However, I was also impressed by the fact that people regard bows as outdated weapons, and yet you use one more effectively than most people use conventional firearms. It is impressive, and different. I like different."

Clint just shrugged, already bored of the conversation.

"Whatever. Are we finished here? _Sir_."

Fury glared at him, Clint just glared right back as he waited. His time at the Academy had taught him one useful thing, how to most effectively annoy higher level SHIELD agents.

It actually wasn't that hard.

Straight up insubordination generally wasn't quite enough, but couple it with disrespect (or a parody of respect; which was even better) and they'd glare daggers at you. It had worked every time.

He should have known that Fury wouldn't be affected. The staring match didn't last long. Clint was starting to get uncomfortable and had to fight not to shuffle his feet several times before Fury finally spoke. His tone made it clear that they were finished when he said so.

"That is all. You are dismissed Barton."

Not willing to push his luck any further with Fury, Clint left without saying another word. However, he did give a half-hearted salute as he went out the door. Fury appeared to ignore it and Clint left.

* * *

><p>Fury sighed only after the archer had left his office and he was once again alone. Barton's insubordination and disregard for authority was worse than it had been before the Academy. Fury was starting to seriously wonder if he'd made a mistake sending the future specialist there. He wasn't often wrong, but Fury feared that this time he might have been.<p>

He'd really thought that it was the right thing to do at the time. SHIELD was not properly equipped to deal with training agents on the job, so to speak. There was no one available to act as a handler and supervise Barton's training for however many months it took.

It would require extra resources, time and effort to train Barton completely from scratch. Barton would have more opportunities for learning by going to the Academy as well. However, that wasn't the main reason that Fury had made the choice to send him there. No, he had bigger things to worry about, and it wasn't just because of their traitor issue.

The council were, after all, very controlling with what they considered to be 'a waste of resources'. Fury had to tread carefully where they were concerned if he wanted to keep his position in SHIELD. Unfortunately, their word was generally seen as law seeing that they (technically) controlled what happened at SHIELD.

The Academy fire didn't change that; they still weren't amendable to training Barton by alternative means. However, Coulson was currently not cleared for missions, meaning that he did not having much to do besides paperwork. That being the case, Fury hadn't seen why he shouldn't undertake being Barton's handler.

At least temporarily, until the Academy was habitable again.

After a couple of sessions of masterful manipulation on Fury's part, the WSC had eventually agreed that Barton's training could continue on base under Coulson's supervision. They'd even agreed that Phil could have access to the extra resources he would need to train the specialist. It made sense, given the circumstances, to do things this way. In spite of clearly still not liking the idea, the Council had signed off on it.

Fury just hoped that it would all work out.

* * *

><p><em>One week later.<em>

Phil had to fight back a groan as he gave his young charge a deadpan look. He'd worn that look a lot over the past week.

"No Barton, you can't do that. If you said and did that then you would likely start an international incident, something that we go out of our way to _avoid_."

"If you get into trouble when you are undercover, and authorities get involved, you don't use them for target practice. You follow the protocols that are in place for those kinds of situations. The protocols that I am trying to teach you and that you are determined not to learn."

Clint was unbothered.

"Protocol is boring. You brought me in to shoot things right? Why do I have to learn all this stuff if that's the case?"

"Because not everything you do with SHIELD will involve shooting. You are an operative and agent; therefore, we need to educate you in a variety of skills. You aren't just a sniper anymore Barton, you will be doing much more than just shooting things for SHIELD. But you do have to follow protocol."

The kid shrugged as he slouched back in his chair.

"Whatever. It doesn't change the fact that protocol is still boring."

"But a necessary part of your mission education nonetheless."

Barton sighed dramatically.

"Fine. Where were we?"

"We are up to scenario three, Barton, as you would know if you had been paying attention and not arguing with me. Focus Barton. You are undercover to assassinate a higher ranking government official, who is secretly selling secrets to Hydra. The country's government has invited us in, but doesn't want to be implicated in any way in his death. Something happens, the authorities get involved, and you are trapped with nowhere to go. You know that you need to complete your job, but can't very well tell anyone who you really are or what your real job is. If you are caught doing the deed you will be disavowed by SHIELD. What do you do?"

Barton sighed dramatically as he answered in a bored voice.

"Lay low, and look for a chance to complete my mission without getting caught. If I am caught I can't implicate SHIELD in any way blah, blah, blah. Whatever. What if my target escapes or the police detain me for whatever reason?"

"If you lose your target, get in touch with your handler then go to your evacuation point. If the authorities become too deeply involved, then you proceed to Section C of the training manual. 'Dealing with Official Imprisonment or Detainment in Foreign Countries'."

"You've really got protocols for dealing with everything, don't you?"

"We do have plenty of experience, and generally try to be prepared for whatever happens."

"No shit."

Phil felt a headache forming behind his eyes, and had to resist the urge to rub his forehead. They were in one of the empty briefing rooms at SHIELD HQ going over mission protocol. They'd been there for about an hour now, and had only gotten through two of the protocols. Barton, in spite of having the answer booklet in front of him, had argued about why these things had to be done in a certain way for every single word Phil had read.

Phil knew that the kid was testing him by his behaviour, like he had been for the past week. He also knew that this was yet another test he had to pass if things with Barton were to have a remote chance of work out in the long run. Phil already knew that the kid didn't respect authority of any description. Phil couldn't really blame him for that; from what Phil knew of the archer's history he'd never been given a good reason to.

Hell, he didn't even fully respect Fury. That was really saying something about his attitude to authority figures.

The Director of SHIELD practically _radiated_ an expectation to be respected, or else. Barton tended to ignore that completely and was always pushing the boundaries. However, the kid was smart and he didn't push them quite far enough to be a big problem. If he still did what he was told to do on missions, and followed correct protocols, SHIELD could work around his attitude and sass.

The problem was the protocols that he would have to follow were the same ones that he was currently arguing _against_ following.

Phil didn't intend to let Barton's attitude worry him however, and so continued reading out loud from the handbook. It _was_ actually interesting, he thought. SHIELD had some interesting procedures that hadn't been there last time he'd read through it.

It was a huge shame that Barton didn't feel the same way about rules as Phil did.

Another half hour, and less than one more scenario discussed later, Phil quit that section of the book. He'd had enough, and didn't feel like they were getting anywhere by this method. Phil decided that it was time for a break.

"Let's take a short break. Go and get something to eat and drink, but be back here in twenty minutes. When you come back we will be going to Political History."

Phil knew from experience (and the look on Barton's face) that the kid was planning his escape upon hearing that. Not one to be deterred, Phil played his trump card.

"If you aren't back within that time frame, I will revoke your privilege to extra range time with your bow in the afternoons. It wasn't easy to get you that privilege to begin with, and caused a lot of paperwork. If you can't take your lessons with me seriously, then why should I bother with doing things like that for you?"

Barton's shoulders tensed minutely at Phil's words, and he didn't reply.

Phil sighed.

"Go and have a break, Barton. If all goes well when you come back, I might even let you off early today. We'll have to see about that one."

Phil waited until Barton had left the room before he went back to his office for some aspirin. After he'd taken it, Phil sunk gratefully into his own office chair and allowed himself a moment to just relax. He'd had precious little time to relax since taking responsibility for Barton.

As he waited for the painkillers to kick in, Phil thought back over the events of the past week. Needless to say, as Clint Barton was involved there was a lot to think about.

It had certainly been a trying week.

When he'd greeted Barton coming off the jet and told the archer that he was to be his handler, Phil wasn't sure what he'd expected. Moody silence probably, that had seemed to be the archer's favourite response to anything that was said to him before he'd left base the first time.

'Had' been the key word here.

Phil had not expected to be greeted with sarcasm. His previous experience with Barton had not prepared him for this at all. It soon became clear that Barton's time at the Academy had brought him out of his shell, and not in a good way. Phil wondered what the hell they had done to cause the archer to start behaving the way he had been this past week. Phil was beginning to sympathise with many of the people who had written all those complaints in Barton's army file regarding his attitude issues.

Because Barton was inclined to be an impossible pain in the ass.

And that was putting it nicely.

However, Phil soldiered on because he had noticed one thing about Barton's insubordination that hadn't been mentioned in any file. And that thing was big.

For all his back talking, sarcasm, and disdain for authority; Barton didn't outright disobey direct orders very often. If Phil told him to do something he would complain no end and push you to the end of your patience. But, eventually, he would generally do what he had originally been told to do.

Sure he was annoying, but the archer had so much potential that Phil had decided that he could handle the backtalk and sarcasm. So long as Barton generally did what he was told to do, and did it well, Phil would let his behaviour slide for now. They didn't know each other well enough yet, nor have enough trust in place, for Phil to try and adjust that attitude. Maybe one day Barton would stop making Phil's life a living hell, but Phil knew there was a lot of work ahead of him to get that far.

His headache had mercifully ceased to a dull ache by this point. Phil opened his eyes and glanced at his watch only to curse.

He had been gone for almost twenty-three minutes.

Barton would probably be back in the briefing room waiting for him, and Phil just knew he would make quips about Phil not sticking to his own time limit. Oh well, if the archer behaved himself long enough for them to get through the next chapter of the training booklet, Phil was going to let him off early.

After all, Phil didn't want to constantly demand attention and work from Barton without offering something in return. Supernanny had been very firm on the powers of positive reinforcement.

Phil hadn't told anyone, but he's started watching Supernanny while he'd been recovering from the accident. He hadn't been able to sleep much at night, and it was the only thing on television that he found remotely interesting. It was a tossup between Supernanny and re-runs of bad soaps or even worse movies. Phil had decided Supernanny was the lesser of those evils. As it stood, he was actually enjoying it, and was getting ideas on how to handle Clint from it.

Wrangling an assassin wasn't actually that different from wrangling a child, Phil had thought after watching a few episodes. Both required lots of time and effort. The main difference, Phil had felt, was that Barton required _more_ time and effort than a child ever would.

* * *

><p><strong>End of Chapter 1.<strong>

* * *

><p><strong>And so it begins. And so begins Phil's life-long obsession with Supernanny. Also, I know that the show didn't start until about five years after this story (according to Wikipedia), but in this universe it was totally around in late 1998. The joys of artistic licence. <strong>

**Don't forget to let me know if you are enjoying this. If enough people want more, it will help me feel motivated to post more often than what I'm planning to. I will reply to all who are signed in to comment.**


	2. I just feel the cold

**Disclaimer: I don't own Marvel. If I did, than Clintasha would totally be canon. And they would be in every movie and have their own tv series.**

**A/****N**

**Hi all, I'm back with chapter 2 of Fractured Trust. A big shout out to the reviewers of chapter 1; B****rieCheese16, Freeranger, and Guest thankyou so much! Reviews let me know that people are reading this story and want more, which helps me stay motivated to not go too long between posts, which is extremely easy to do with my busy life schedule. Also, to all those who followed and even favourited this story or me as an author, thankyou. It means a lot to know that people obviously want more.**

**This chapter was beta-ed by jaguarspot as usual, and Freeranger helped me with ideas for the whole thing, as usual. I take full responsibility for any mistakes that remain.**

**Also, after this chapter we skip ahead in time to January 1999. The reason for that is that I've written a one-shot that takes place at Christmas 1998, but it just didn't fit into the flow of the story, so I didn't include it. It will be posted separately, probably as soon as this story is completed.**

**Enjoy, and I'll see you again in a few days time!**

* * *

><p>Trust is built with consistency. <em>Lincoln Chafee<em>

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 2: I just feel the cold<strong>

_Early December 1998, Two weeks after coming back to base._

Clint exhaled as he released his last arrow. He knew before he released the tension that the arrow would hit the target dead centre. The archery target he was using currently bore a strong resembled to a porcupine, and Clint just stood there for a moment admiring his work.

Having gotten bored of bullseyes weeks ago, Clint had resorted to other ways of practicing his aim. Today, he'd decided to put a perfectly spaced ring of arrows on all the different coloured rings of the target board. The end result was very impressive. Clint was still admiring it when he heard a low chuckle.

"Is that board salvageable, or should I place another order for a new one?"

Clint shrugged as he turned to face a grinning Wilkinson, who had been leaning against the back wall watching him this whole time.

"It's not a write off just yet. These are really good archery target boards. It won't need to be replaced until it's so torn up that I can't physically fit any more arrows onto it."

Wilkinson didn't look surprised.

"That, I don't doubt. How is the bow going?"

Clint nodded.

"It's okay. When will the new one be ready?"

Wilkinson sighed.

"R & D told me within two weeks, but who knows. Now that they know about the modifications you want, they are entirely too thrilled about the job. I just hope that it is actually functional when it eventually arrives."

"If it isn't then we send it back. You said that we can do that right?"

Wilkinson nodded as he wandered down to watch Clint pull his arrows out of the target.

"Yes, if you don't like anything about it then we give it back to them and they fix the problem. Hopefully. Either that, or their modifications create a whole set of new ones. Unfortunately, that is a very possible outcome."

Clint smirked. Wilkinson had told him several stories of R & D's past creations that hadn't behaved in the way they were supposed to. He'd assured Clint that if the new bow didn't work, or wasn't up to scratch, then they'd send it back and make sure that it was fixed.

Clint knew how lucky he was to have Wilkinson on his side. He hadn't liked any of the weapon masters at the Academy, and their scornful attitude towards him had put his back up. Clint hadn't tolerated that very well at all, and was fairly sure that the feeling of dislike had been mutual. Wilkinson, however, was completely different to any of them, and had been from the beginning.

He'd accepted Clint and his odd preferences for weaponry from day one. Wilkinson had also accepted the fact that Clint was already an experienced archer and expert marksman. He had worked on helping the archer improve in whatever way he could, rather than trying to control what Clint did.

Clint appreciated that, and enjoyed spending time with Wilkinson as a result.

Clint also wasn't afraid to ask the older man for help or advice on weapons if he needed it. Wilkinson had never belittled him about anything he didn't know. The range master had simply patiently explained whatever Clint was having trouble with until Clint understood it.

The older agent loved weapons even more than Clint did (he wasn't a gun kind of person. Sure, he could use them, but that didn't mean he necessarily enjoyed it) and was a fountain of knowledge on the subject. In spite of that, he didn't brag about his knowledge, but was more than willing to share it. All you had to do was ask him nicely, and be prepared to listen to what he had to say.

Yes, Clint liked Agent Wilkinson. He didn't trust him, hell he didn't trust _anyone_ and hadn't trusted anyone in years, not since Barney's betrayal. Clint wasn't sure that it was actually in him to trust anymore. Still, liking someone and feeling like he had a friend was nice. In spite of what many thought, Clint actually liked people. It was what they were inclined to do to him that he didn't like.

Wilkinson's phone buzzed just then. He fished it out of his pocket and read the message before turning to Clint, who had collected all his arrows up by this point and was preparing to start shooting again.

"You're wanted elsewhere Barton. I just got a text from Coulson asking me to tell you to go to his office right now."

Clint scowled as he lowered his bow.

"Right now? Did he say what he wants me for? By my count I still have ten minutes before I have to be anywhere."

Wilkinson shook his head.

"No, he doesn't say why. Here, you can read the message for yourself if you would like. The wording makes it sound like it's pretty important."

"No, it's fine."

Wilkinson nodded in approval as Clint packed up everything that he'd been using before he left. Leaving the things with Wilkinson to put away (the older agent didn't want him to keep Coulson waiting for too long) Clint headed towards Coulson's office.

He had no idea why his handler wanted to see him right now. Clint just hoped that he wasn't in any trouble. Contrary to popular belief, he wasn't a fan of being in trouble. It just seemed to happen.

* * *

><p>Clint had barely entered the room before Coulson looked up from where he was sitting at his desk, a file open in front of him.<p>

"Barton, when were you born?"

Clint blinked.

Twice.

Of all the things he'd been expecting Coulson to say, that wasn't anywhere on the list. For that reason, it took him a moment to answer.

"October 16th, 1978. Why?"

Coulson looked stricken at Clint's words.

"You've turned twenty in the time you've been at SHIELD and I completely missed it. Happy belated birthday Barton. Why didn't you say something?"

Clint blinked again, somewhat a taken aback.

"What should I have said?"

Coulson shook his head.

"I don't know, anything would have done. Where was I when all this was happening may I ask?"

"In a coma? Actually, no. You had just woken up and were loopy on drugs."

Phil winced. He still couldn't remember much about the accident, or his time in medical, but that wasn't why he'd winced.

No, he'd winced because he felt guilty for putting Barton through that sort of thing on his birthday of all days. He knew that he hadn't had any control over it, but still.

"No one else realised it was your birthday or said anything?"

Clint shrugged nonchalantly.

"_I _didn't realise until after the facts. What is so special about birthdays anyway? You get a year older, big deal. I've never understood why people are so fussy about celebrating their birthdays. I haven't celebrated in years."

"Birthdays are a time to celebrate the fact that you were born…hang on. You say that you haven't celebrated a birthday in years? What about when you were a kid?"

Clint shrugged as his shoulders hunched defensively. Phil noticed the movement, but didn't know if it was deliberate or if the action was involuntary. He wasn't given time to contemplate further before his asset started talking.

"Orphanages and group homes are among the most underfunded institutions on the planet, at least all the ones that I was in were. There was never money to spare for something as trivial as a birthday. Especially when we weren't going to be there for very long."

Phil noticed the use of the word 'we' but was too focussed on what Clint had said earlier to realise its significance.

"Do you mean that they never did anything?"

Clint shrugged. He didn't want to talk about it. Birthdays were a sore point with him. Not because of bad memories associated with them, but because no one had ever done anything special to make him want to celebrate his birthday. It was just another day to him, and had been for close to a decade now.

"My broth-_friend_, tried."

Clint didn't want to think about Barney, and the brother he'd been to him back then. While those memories were among the fondest from his childhood, they were largely overshadowed by the hatred and betrayal that had come later.

Phil noticed the correction, but decided not to push for more information. He intended to follow up on it one day, but right now simply wasn't the right time. He knew the basics about Charles Bernard Barton, Clint's older brother. After all, he'd found his birth certificate when originally searching for information on Clint. He was five years older, which would have made him eleven when they were orphaned, seeing Clint had been six.

That was basically the only information that Phil had on him.

He was fairly certain that Charles had joined the circus with Clint after running away from the orphanage. It made sense that the brothers would have stuck together. After running away he'd dropped off the radar completely. Phil hadn't bothered pursuing him any further; it was Clint that he wanted. Finding Bernard would take more resources than he'd had at the time, and Phil could think of no way to justify that expense to the higher-ups.

Plus, it wasn't really relevant to his current objective.

"What about in the circus? Did you ever have a birthday party there?"

Barton hadn't said much about his years spent with the travelling circus, and Phil was genuinely curious. The archer had been about eleven when he'd disappeared off the radar the first time. His brother had been sixteen, old enough to legally get a job, and almost too old to get adopted. Phil wondered if that was what had prompted them to leave the orphanage, but knew that the only way he would ever know for sure would be if Clint decided to tell him.

In answer to Phil's earlier question, the archer shrugged again.

"They tried. I wasn't that interested in birthdays by that point. I didn't see the point in them."

Phil wondered how anyone could not be interested in _birthdays_. He was sure when he was fifty he would still like birthdays.

Then again, birthdays were a time to celebrate with family and friends. And family was one thing that Barton didn't have. Phil didn't have family either, but he had good friends who never let him forget how old he was getting with every passing year.

In light of that knowledge, maybe Barton's lack of interest in birthdays was slightly more understandable.

However, looking at the archer, Phil detected a slight change in his posture that made him think that Barton _did _care more about birthdays than he was letting on.

Phil also knew that getting him to admit that would be a losing battle.

That being the case, Phil decided on not pushing the subject for now. Hopefully, with time, Phil would be able to show Barton that birthdays were a special occasion, and worth celebrating. Right now just wasn't the right time or place.

Still, Phil couldn't just leave it at that with a clear conscience.

"Well, I haven't lost interest in birthdays and so want to do something special for you Barton. Your choice as to what it is. Maybe getting you some gear that isn't SHIELD-issued might be a good place to start, but I want you to have a think on it and get back to me. If it is possible, then we can do it."

Phil was prepared to end their conversation there. He was surprised when Barton looked contemplative for a second before looking at Phil again.

"Anything?"

Phil nodded firmly.

"Providing I can clear it with Director Fury then yes, anything."

Phil didn't care about expense; he had plenty of savings. He just wanted to make this kid happy for once. Damn, Barton was growing on him.

"Would _Director_ Fury let us take a plane to Europe?"

Phil blinked.

"Possibly, depending on the reason. What are you getting at?"

The kid's expression was unreadable.

"Do you remember what I said to you back when you and Fury officially recruited me?"

Phil thought back to the conversation in the prison.

"You said a lot if my memory serves me. What are you referring to in particular?"

"Do you remember the reason I said that I was in Spain?"

Phil thought back and understanding finally dawned.

"You wanted to get some of your stuff to bring with you."

"Bingo."

It took Phil an embarrassingly long time to connect the dots. In his own defence, he _was_ currently under a lot of pressure.

"You want to go to Europe to pick up your things."

"Wow, you really are a spy. Great deductions Sherlock. Top of the class."

Phil shrugged.

"I never liked Holmes that much. I preferred Watson."

The young archer shook his head.

"I haven't actually read the books. The expression just sounds cool."

Phil was quite proud of himself when he managed to resist rolling his eyes, and instead was able to focus on the matter at hand.

"So that's what you want to do? Go to Europe to pick up your things? All you had to do was ask Barton, and we would have done that regardless. I wasn't thinking of anything like that when I told you we could do something. I was thinking more along the lines of something you wouldn't normally do."

The kid looked genuinely confused.

"Would I normally go to Europe to pick up my things?"

Phil sensed he wasn't going to get anywhere if he continued the conversation. Barton's attitude towards birthdays was enough to break Phil's heart. But, like so many things involving Barton, this wasn't something that could be fixed overnight. It would take time and trust for Phil to teach Barton that he was wrong about birthdays.

However, that didn't mean that Phil was going to deny Barton what he'd asked for just because he would have done it regardless.

No, even though it made Phil's poor heart ache, he knew that if he was to have a chance of earning Barton's trust and respect than he had to give him what he'd asked for. He had to show the kid that he was trustworthy with small things before he could expect the archer to trust him with bigger matters.

Baby steps, and lots of them.

"Okay then. It's decided that we'll go wherever in Europe your things are, and collect them, as soon as I can clear it with Fury. Point-of-interest, where _are_ we actually going?"

"Paris and Madrid."

Phil just nodded.

"Okay. I think I can hazard a guess that your own bow is in one of those cities? You didn't have it on you when you were arrested, and I must admit that I've been curious as to where it is."

"I have bows located in both of those cities actually."

Phil just blinked as he processed that information.

"Okay. How many bows do you _have_ for goodness sakes?"

Barton's grin was predatory.

"Just two. My custom made collapsible recurve and my old wooden one. My rifle is also in Madrid while all my clothes are in Paris along with my throwing knives."

Phil just shook his head.

"You do like knives, don't you?"

Clint just shrugged.

"I like anything that's sharp and pointy. Arrows, knives, even swords. I can use them all. Unfortunately, I don't own a sword. Never had need for one."

Phil's mouth actually dropped open in shock.

"Did you just say that you can use a _sword_? That's even more insane than using arrows!"

Phil realised how that sounded after he'd said it but to his relief, before he could apologise, Barton was smirking triumphantly at him.

"I said that I like things that are sharp and pointy. Last time I checked swords definitely fitted into that category."

Phil was just shaking his head in defeat.

"You really do like medieval weaponry, don't you? You'd have done well in the middle ages."

Clint shrugged, he'd never really thought about it. As he'd said to Coulson, he just liked sharp, pointy things.

"It's more challenging to use than modern day weaponry. I like a challenge."

You like creating a challenge you mean, Phil thought, but he didn't say that out loud. Barton was already a walking and talking challenge. He did not need any encouragement to make Phil's life more difficult than it currently was.

Now Phil just had to convince Fury to let them take a jet to Europe. Yep, his life was just one big challenge where Clint Barton was concerned.

* * *

><p>Convincing Fury to let them take a jet to Europe for a couple of days was actually heaps easier than Phil had anticipated.<p>

"So let me get this straight."

Fury glared at Phil, who was standing in his boss's office with his legs spaced just the right distance apart and his hands clasped behind his back.

"You are asking to take a few days off and take a jet to Europe with Barton. Am I right so far?"

Phil nodded.

"Yes."

"What about a pilot? We can't really spare anyone to fly you."

"I can fly myself. I might not like flying, but you know that I keep my credentials current in case I ever do have to."

"What about a co-pilot? You know it is against SHIELD protocols to fly a full size jet without two people knowing how to handle the controls."

"I thought that Barton could fill in for me."

Fury frowned at that.

"Has he learnt how to fly our jets while I wasn't looking?"

"No, not yet. I thought that I could give him a crash course. That way, when he does take official flying lessons, he won't be completely clueless."

Fury snorted.

"Clueless is not how I would describe Barton under any circumstances."

Phil just stared at his boss with a pleading expression. He knew his pleading expression was sometimes more effective in making Fury agree to something than a glare was.

After a few minutes, Fury groaned.

"Fine. Formally submit the request in writing and I'll approve it."

Phil smiled smugly and handed over a correctly filled out form.

Fury seriously hated Phil Coulson sometimes.

"Already done. Now, if you would just sign off on it, I'll go. I've got a trip to Europe to plan."

"I hate you."

Fury signed it anyway.

"I love you too boss."

Fury glared at a smirking Phil.

"Get out!"

* * *

><p>Phil stood in a self-storage unit in Paris, watching as Barton entered the right combination to enable him to get into the small locker that he said was his. When he'd fronted up at the place and flashed one of his old fake ID's (Phil had actually forgotten he still had those) and a charming smile at the man in charge of the units, Phil had almost died from shock.<p>

He was not used to seeing Barton smile at someone, and chatting to them in French, like it was the most natural thing in the world. It just didn't seem _Barton_ somehow. Fortunately, Phil was well trained enough to hide his reactions. The man, thankfully, didn't seem to notice anything was out of the ordinary.

When Barton told the man that he wanted to cancel his lease on the unit and take all his stuff away right now, Phil had to admit that he'd been somewhat surprised. He'd thought that Barton had just wanted a few things. But it made sense that, seeing that he was here now, the archer would want to take everything back to SHIELD with him.

It also reassured Phil that the archer didn't plan on running away anytime soon. Phil had to admit, that thought had been niggling at him for some time.

"Ah-ha."

Barton made a satisfied noise as the combination lock finally popped open and he was able to open the door. Phil couldn't see what was inside from where he was standing, and made no attempt to look. What was in the unit was Barton's business. If he wanted to share than that was his decision to make. Phil watched as Barton drew out a short and slim black case and laid it carefully on top of the locker. Before Phil had too much time to wonder what was in it the young assassin had carefully opened the case to reveal a mass of black limbs.

Phil watched with a frown.

"Where is your bow?"

Barton smirked at him.

"Right here."

"That doesn't look like a bow."

"Watch."

Phil watched as Barton locked the limbs into place and strung what was now most definitely a bow. The whole process took less than five seconds and Barton had a working bow. Phil was impressed.

"A collapsible bow? That is a good idea."

Barton just nodded as he caressed the bow lovingly for a bit before laying it on the top of the locker. He was practically _cooing_ at it. He was certainly looking at it in a way that Phil hadn't seen him look at _anything_; certainly he'd never looked at his SHIELD-issued bow like that. That fact made Phil feel guilty that he hadn't thought to wonder about Barton's lack of belongings on joining SHIELD before now.

Phil watched as Barton brought forth a black rucksack that was about three quarters full, and a black quiver that was very full of equally black arrows. Phil raised an eyebrow at all the black.

"I gather that you like the colour black?"

Barton shrugged.

"It doesn't show up the dirt like other colours do, and it also doesn't stand out."

Well, Phil couldn't argue with that logic. He watched as Barton collapsed his bow again and placed it back in its case before slinging the quiver over his right shoulder.

"Can I carry anything to the car for you?"

Barton shook his head.

"I'm fine. This is all that I've got here. Next stop Madrid to pick up my rifle."

They headed back to the car Phil had hired, and drove back to the airport where they had left their jet. It wasn't until they were airborne, and heading for Madrid, that Phil was able to ask a question that had been on his mind ever since they'd turned up at the storage locker.

"How many languages do you speak Barton? I wasn't aware that you knew perfect French, how many more things are there that I don't know about you?"

Barton smirked from where he was sitting in one of the seats that lined the sides of the jet. He'd started cleaning his bow as soon as they'd taken off, but now he stopped to think.

"I can speak and understand French, English, Spanish, Italian and Japanese and German fluently. My accent isn't perfect with all of them however."

Coulson blinked.

"Why aren't they all in your file?"

"No one ever asked me what languages I speak, so I never said anything. I pick up languages very easily."

"So it would seem. What other languages do you know bits of, even if you don't speak them fluently?"

"Norwegian, Mandarin, and Russian. I'm not fluent in those languages but know enough to get by. I also know a few words of Bulgarian, Arabic, Greek and Polish but not enough to hold a conversation in. I mainly know how to ask for directions and where the bathroom is in those last four. Basic things."

Phil blinked yet again. He was glad the jet was on autopilot, as he wasn't paying it much attention in light of what Barton had just told him.

"That's very impressive. Have you learnt all those since leaving the army?"

"Most of them since then. I could already speak French fluently and knew parts of Russian and a few other languages. The majority were learnt by ear in whatever country I happened to be in at the time. Often there just wasn't enough time to learn a language if I was only going to be in a country for a few hours or a day at most. Hence the reason that I only know parts of so many languages. I've been to more countries than that however."

Phil nodded thoughtfully.

"What countries have you been to? Given how many languages you knew, at least in part, I'm thinking that you've probably travelled around quite a bit."

Barton shrugged, even as he smirked.

"After the army I never really stopped moving for long. I've been to Spain, France, Japan, China, Korea, Russia, Australia, Norway, Switzerland, Germany, Hungary and most of the countries on mainland Europe. Oh, and Afghanistan and America; although I haven't ever been to Canada."

Coulson just blinked rapidly.

"I see. You certainly have done a lot of travelling in the past couple of years."

Clint just shrugged again.

"I had the money and besides, I like travelling. Staying in one place for too long can make me twitchy."

Phil frowned.

"Why did you seem to hang around in Paris a fair bit then?"

Barton broke eye contact and suddenly became very focused on waxing his bow string. It was a while before he spoke, but Phil waited patiently.

"Paris was kind of where I ended up after I left the army. I stuck around there for a while, I liked the city and French was the only other language besides English that I knew fluently back then. Later on, when I was travelling around a lot, I sort of kept being drawn back to it. It made for a good stopover point. I would have burnt out if I'd spent all my time travelling."

* * *

><p><em>A few hours later; Madrid, Spain<em>.

Phil was standing there staring. He couldn't help it.

Barton not only preferred using medieval weaponry, his second bow literally_ looked_ like it had come out of the Middle Ages. It was a dark polished wooden recurve that wouldn't look out of place in any Robin Hood movie.

Actually it would.

On second glance, Phil realised that the handgrip and bowstring were purple.

_Purple_.

Surprisingly (or not, this was Barton) it actually didn't look strange on the bow.

It just looked very _Barton_.

Phil was still blinking at the bow when Barton brought out a rifle case and placed it carefully on the ground. Instead of closing the locker he stood there and smirked at Phil, who was still just staring at the bow.

"Something wrong boss-man?"

Phil blinked.

"Why the purple?"

Barton looked very innocent.

"What's not to like about purple?"

Phil just shook his head.

"I just wasn't expecting it, that's all. It looks like an antique bow until you see the purple. That was a bit of a shock."

"I like purple. Besides, it pleases crowds."

It took Phil a few moments to figure out what Barton was saying.

"That bow...is that the same one that you used during your years with the circus? That would explain the purple."

Barton glanced briefly at Phil before looking away again and placing the bow back in the locker. He apparently wasn't taking this one with him. It took him so long to speak, that Phil was beginning to think that he wasn't going to get an answer to his question. It wasn't until they were in the hired car heading back to their motel that Barton answered the question.

"Yes, it is the same one. I've had that bow for many years."

He offered no more information, and Phil decided not to push. He knew Barton's circus days were a touchy subject for some reason, and was prepared to wait until Barton wanted to talk about things. Hopefully, one day the archer would trust him enough to tell him what had happened to cause him to leave the circus. That part of his past was a complete mystery. From Phil's research, his act seemed to be as popular as ever when he disappeared off the map and reappeared with the army some time later. Phil had no idea why.

It was yet another mystery in the bigger mystery that was Barton. The kid kept his secrets close to his chest, and Phil knew that digging around wouldn't produce any results. It would just cause the archer to clamp up.

For that reason, all he could do for now was work on earning Barton's trust. Hopefully, once he had that, the rest of the things that he wanted would come.

* * *

><p><em>Early December 1998; Fury's Office; SHIELD's New York Base. <em>

May's eyes narrowed, but that was the only outward sign she gave that she wasn't happy about this assignment.

Fury just stared at her as he waited for her to make up her mind about whether or not she would do this. After what seemed like an eternity, May finally spoke.

"I will do it, but on one condition. I go in there to help with agent training, nothing else. I was over the Academy years ago. I have no desire to go back in, but I will do it for you. I'd better get my own room though."

"You will. The official story will be that you are there to help with the training of the newest batch of recruits."

May smirked as she gave Fury a raised eyebrow.

"And the unofficial story? You never do anything without an ulterior motive."

Fury's smile did not bide well for someone.

"You know what I want you to do."

Ma's smirk took on a dangerous quality.

"Yes. I know why you are sending me in. This should be interesting."

Fury seriously liked Melinda May.

She was a no-nonsense person who was prepared to do whatever it took to get the job done. Yet she was also smart, and kept her head in difficult situations. It was a pity there weren't more people like her in the world, Fury felt. If he had an army of Melinda May's at his disposal, then more than half his problems would probably disappear.

Sadly, he only had one. That being the case, he had to use her wisely.

"So, when do I leave?"

Fury looked at May, who was staring at him unblinkingly. Unlike other people that Fury was not going to name; her stare was respectful.

"I'll let you know the exact details closer to the time. It hasn't been arranged yet, but I'm thinking early March. The Academy should be open again by then, and I want eyes in there ASAP. I'm sure that something fishy is going on there, and I want to know what it is."

"And you are sending me in because I know what it was like a few years ago and can give you an honest assessment if things have changed."

"Yes."

May nodded.

"Okay. Is that all sir?"

Fury nodded.

"Yes. You are dismissed, Agent May."

After she was gone, Fury allowed his shoulders to slump slightly as he let out a sigh. May didn't know it, but she had the easy job here. What he was planning on doing was much harder. May just had to deal with assessing new recruits and Academy trainers, and keeping her ears open for any gossip that was relevant to the investigation.

Fury had to assess the WSC and the other top brass at SHIELD, without them finding out what he was doing. That wasn't easy, not even for the world's greatest spy. It would, in fact, be an impossible task by most people's standards.

Fury, however, wasn't most people.

He was Nick Fury. Doing the impossible was practically his whole job description.

Still, that didn't make it any easier.

* * *

><p><strong>End of chapter 2.<strong>

* * *

><p><strong>Wilkinson is awesome, Phil and Clint are bonding (with the speed of a glacier), Fury is on the trail of the traitor (yes, I haven't forgotten about them, don't worry), and May is her usual bad-ass self. <strong>

**You're welcome. **

**See you next time!**


End file.
